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Swingler

WHEN you are blind with comfort to your soul's

Essential debit of blood and bone,

May this thought wake your nerves and needle

through

Your inactivity; of bodies like your own,
Red in a counterfeit morning, with a sheen of sweat
Like metal, and the whole
Earth ominous over them, never forgetting
The ghosts of tappings in the long galleries
Hopelessly blocked and no one to come: of cries
Hungering through emptiness: and bridges won
To that other country, built with bloodletting
And steel imperishable; and never known.
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